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	1. Chapter 1

**Okay, so this is a rewrite of my fanfic "How to Run", I wasn't too pleased with how I wrote it and so I decided to rewrite it to include more Hiccup and Astrid and develop my OC a little bit. I have some oneshots in store that include Tristen, I'm actually quite fond of this OC. But, I wanted to give this a shot and see if Tristen is well-received enough to continue my plans for her. I hope you enjoy this story and yes, there is plenty of Hiccstrid. Thanks!**

**Disclaimer, I own nothing. **
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How to Run

Chapter 1

_The attack-now-ask-questions-later strategy encompasses the fighting style of the Viking culture. It is the Viking Way. We did it when we were fighting dragons and, sometimes, when we were fighting enemies from other tribes. Even when I sometimes disagree with it, they still do it. Now, running from a fight was something Vikings didn't take lightly. We are supposed to face things head on and not back down, otherwise, we wouldn't be warriors and wouldn't earn an honorable death. Running or frozen in fear even was deemed unworthy and so, that Viking's name was trashed, ruining the family honor. _

_However, I will move on to my traditional introduction. This is Berk. This is the home of Vikings and now, dragons. Located on the meridian of misery, north of Hopeless and south of Freezing-to-Death, the island is filled with people just as tasteless as our food. The isle has such a wonderful variety of weather. Nine months of our year are dazzled with snow and the other three months filled with sleet, rain and limited sun._

_Very rarely, we get visitors who aren't traveling merchants or from visiting tribes. Even more so, it was the most unusual thing and I use unusual very loosely when referring to an island of Vikings who ride flying, fire-breathing reptiles. _

_It was a girl I found floating in the water. She was unconscious when I urged Toothless, my Night Fury, closer. She was hanging onto a piece of driftwood with two arms. One of those arms was painted with blood from a nasty cut on her forearm. I picked her up and flew her quickly to Gothi. I reported the girl to my father, the Chief and really, all I could do was wait. _

_There were a lot of questions running through my mind. Who was she? Where did she come from? Why was she out in the sea?_

_All I could do was wait. _

"Da," she mumbled in her sleep. Gothi heard the quiet whisper. It was the same whimper she had heard for the past six hours. The girl in the bed, already treated for the injuries sustained, turned her head right to the left, eyes scrunched up in agony. "Da, nil!"

Her eyes finally snapped open as if whatever plagued her young, wounded mind finally shocked her into reality. The girl breathed, panting as she recovered from the knee-jerk wake. Gothi watched her, ready for the stream of questions that would pour from this girl's mouth. She studied her careful movements. She picked up her head and whispered in some undecipherable utterances. She mindlessly lifted the bandaged arm to her forehead and she jumped again. Without even regarding her body, she snapped upright in bed. She winced from the headache she was most likely sustaining. Her eyes reopened again from the grimace and she stared at the bandaged arm.

Her gaze finally fell upon the old woman across the floor from her and she clutched the blanket up closer to her body.

The girl spoke up in her native tongue with a harsh question. She was trying to keep from panicking. Gothi cleared her throat and took her steps towards the bed. The teen loosened her grip on the blanket and Gothi carefully pointed to the window with her cane.

The teen raised a brow in confusion. Gothi shook her head and pointed from the window to the girl. The teen craned her neck to look out the window and spoke, trying to understand the old woman's interpretation.

Gothi then had to make this girl realized that she wasn't among natives anymore. She gently gestured to her helmet and the girl gasped, sliding back in the bed until her back hit the headboard. She moaned from the sudden pain and looked at Gothi.

"Nil, nil, nil." She had muttered. Her good hand came to press against her forehead as she processed this. She then looked at Gothi. "Yeh er Vikin'?"

Gothi, a bit impressed at the girl's grasp of Norse, nodded her head. The teen muttered 'Nil, nil' over and over again. Gothi finally had enough with the girl's consistent denial and abruptly knocked her cane against her head. The teen winced and howled, clutching her head.

"Ow, oi!" She shouted right at her with a furrowed brow. Her hand clutching her now throbbing head. Gothi smirked. "Fine, speak Norse."

Gothi gave a nod, satisfied with the quick agreement. The teenager looked at the old woman and Gothi was able to study the mysterious girl up close.

Her hair was a chestnut brown. It was messy, thick, dirty and bristly from the salt water. When she was found, her hair was in a messy ponytail and now it hung down, passed her shoulders, the bangs swept to the side by her hand. Her eyes were an ocean blue and were very expressive. Gothi saw the surfaced worry and panic but also could see the submerged expression of despair and confusion. Just across her left eye, in a jagged line, was a pale pink scar that kept her left eye just partly open. Her forehead had creases that were supposed to wait until she was aging. Her cheekbones were high and it was for certain that the girl hadn't been fed a decent meal in a long time.

Gothi's eyes slowly traced the contours of her thin face down to her neck which had another scar striking from the jaw to her collarbone. Her shoulders were a little broader than most women and Gothi's eyes fell upon the arms of the teen. When she wrapped the forearm, Gothi could tell that this girl was strong. She could feel the sinewy muscles that graced her forearms and upper arms when she tended to the grim slash on her forearm. Gothi deduced that this child had been through labor, what kind remained unanswered, and that whatever came with that labor, caused her despair. This was going to be an interesting task for the Village Elder.

However, the teenager was less than pleased to be _examined _by this stranger and she narrowed her eyes at her.

"Wha'?" She hissed, bluntly. Gothi shook her head, disregarding the girl's contempt, and quietly hobbled across to the hearth where she picked up a bowl and scooped something warm out of her cauldron. She brought it over to the girl and held it out to her. She looked at the old woman with a raised brow, taking the bowl after a little prod from her. She looked at the bowl, her hands slightly trembling. Slowly, she licked her lips and brought the bowl to the chapped skin. The salty broth stung the dry rims but nonetheless, she felt the warmth trickle down her parched throat and settle into her groaning stomach. She nearly moaned at the deliciousness of a simple broth but kept it contained when she remembered the stranger's presence. Gothi gave a satisfied nod as the girl continued to slowly slurp the soupy mix.

Eventually, Gothi picked up the empty dish and watched the girl fall into another slumber. Another time it would be appropriate to know this child's name and she will definitely ask. But for now, she helped ease the groggy girl to lie against the wooden frame. She tenderly brought the blanket up to the girl's pointed chin as if she was putting a little toddler to bed. Carefully, Gothi placed her hand against her forehead to check for a fever. The skin was a little warmer than normal but in a few days, the girl would be healthy enough to move around. Her hand stayed there for a moment longer, taking in the sight of this mysterious human. Eyes were closed, loose hair framing her small, scarred face. She looked at peace at this moment and Gothi couldn't help but allow a sweet, tender smile grace her old face.

She slept undisturbed until that next morning. She woke up abruptly, not from a nightmare, but from a pounce on her stomach and something biting at her nose.

"ACH!" she shouted very loudly. It startled the beast that had taken a nip at her bruised noise. She swatted her hand at the scaly creature. "Oi!"

The creature chortled, angry at the girl's dismay. The girl finally got around to fully realize what exactly chomped on her nose.

"Wha' the 'ell're yeh?" She inquired, brow raised as she picked up the beast like picking up a stray cat. She held it up with her two hands and gazed, perplexed at it. The thing's tongue lapped out and up, licking his nostril. She grimaced, disgusted and set it back down on the bed. "Ugh."

The footfalls of the old woman drew her attention away from the beast. The thing happily gurgled at the arrival of her. The woman chuffed and used her staff to point to the floor as a command for the creature. The thing jumped off and waddled towards the fire. The girl looked at the old woman, brow still arched in confusion of the identity of that thing.

"Wha' is tha' thin'?" She inquired to the elder. The old woman sighed and pointed to the window right next to her. Calmly, the girl raised her neck again and saw something flying right passed. She blinked and started to rise out of bed. She carefully stood onto her two feet, feeling wobbly at first from the lack of mobility. She grasped the headboard and steeled her jaw, crossing the chilly floor with her blistered bare feet. She walked up to the window sill and peered out. Right there, she saw a collection of flying beasts. She gasped when one shot fire.

"Fire-breathin', scaly…" She looked at the little creature over her shoulder and then at the elder. "Drag'ns."

The old woman nodded in affirmation. The girl went back to sit on her bed and she blinked twice, shocked.

"But…it was only stories." She whispered to herself as if completely blown away that such a creature existed. She looked at the old woman. "Yeh live wit' 'em?"

The old woman nodded, again. The girl bit her tongue for a moment, processing this situation.

"Yeh really don' speak much, d'yeh?" She asked the elder. The woman nodded again and the girl sighed. The old woman then approached her and she looked up at her. Young, blue eyes connecting with old, silvery ones. The woman pointed her stick at her. She raised a brow, perplexed until it tapped her in the chest. She grimaced in slight discomfort. "Wha'?"

She poked again and used a bony finger to gesture to her.

"Me?"

The woman nodded.

"Me name?"

She nodded again, still patient with this child. She cleared her throat.

"Tr-," she paused and swallowed as if completely nervous in revealing her name. The second attempt was strong and blunt. "Tristen."

The old woman nodded and placed her cane back onto the floor. The girl, Tristen, had her eye fixed on the elder.

"Who're yeh?" She asked with an arched, skeptical brow.

Gothi gestured with open arms to the environment that surrounded this girl. Tristen's neck craned, twisted and turned as if piecing together a none-too-hard puzzle.

"…a priest?" She figured out after some few minutes. Tristen looked right at her for the nod of confirmation which Gothi gave. Tristen gave a low, sardonic chuckle.

"Aye, o'course." She muttered, derisively.

Gothi paid no mind to the girl's rude response.

"So…d'yeh 'ave name?"

Before Gothi could reply, there was a sudden knock at the door. It made Tristen jump and Gothi only narrow her foggy eyes. She walked towards the door in her slow, wobbly stride. She opened the door and looked up at the face of the Chief's son.

"Good afternoon, Gothi. May I come in?"

From the bed, the girl's breath hitched and she thought to feign slumber but it was too late when she looked into the piercing green eyes of the afternoon visitor. He looked none-too-older than herself. He was lanky, really thin but…she saw the hints of maturity in his face and in his torso. He himself regarded the guest.

"Hi," he said with a lopsided smile. He walked closer to the bed. Her eyes fell upon the metal contraption on his lower left leg, acknowledging it and when he spoke again, her eyes snapped right up at him. "I'm Hiccup, I'm the one who found you."

"'Iccup?" the girl asked, brow raised. She wanted to laugh at the ridiculous name. Hiccup even seemed to notice her stifled chuckle.

"Yes, yes. A very unusual name." Hiccup commented, sarcastically. The girl released a breathless amused laugh. Hiccup continued to grin at her. "So…what's your name?"

The girl took a few moments, hesitant obviously. Her eyes wandered to Gothi and then back at the boy. She cleared her throat and answered firmly.

"Tristen."

"Hm, Tristen." Hiccup hummed. "You know, that's different too."

Tristen chuckled and rolled her eyes.

"So…at least yeh talk. Tell me where in the 'ell I am?" Tristen questioned, hinting the inner frustration of how confused she was. Hiccup nodded his head.

"You're on Berk." Hiccup answered her with his slanted grin. "Home to Vikings and Dragons. My dad is the chief."

Tristen didn't react flustered about that statement. She just nodded her head.

"So…yeh found me in water?" Tristen asked.

"Yes, actually." Hiccup said, rubbing the back of his neck. "On a piece of driftwood."

Tristen gave a slow, understanding nod. Her eyes full of unmistakable despair and weariness. Hiccup noted that somber look and cleared his throat, trying to cheer her up.

"Hey, think you'll be able to walk sometime soon?" He asked. Tristen looked right at him, pointedly. "I think you should get a tour of this place."

She noted how slanted _and _goofy his grin was. He sure was a looker and his sparkling green eyes alit with excitement made even the smallest of smiles appear on her tired face. Yet, something else crossed her mind that made that genuine smile short-lived but she nodded to him anyway. Hiccup took that as an answer and Gothi began to shove him out the door.

"Right, I'll be…on my way then." He chattered to her. Tristen arched a brow. "Nice, um, meeting you Tristen."

And Gothi slammed the door in his face. She turned away from the threshold with a great eye roll and Tristen released a bit of a laugh.

"The welcomin' party, eh?" She asked the Elder. She smiled at Tristen's rhetorical question and went about her own business. Tristen reclined against the headboard of the bed. She closed her eyes briefly until she felt a weight wiggling through the space between her arm and the bed. She opened her eye to see the same nippy dragon settling down next to her as if cuddling. She gave an amused chuckle.

"Berk…" She whispered, absently scratching the scaly beast's head. He was curled next to her hip, his head resting on the blanket against her thigh. Her head fell against the board and she looked up at the ceiling. "Christ almigh'y."

To be continued.

**Please, click that button. **
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**Okay, I'm going to post these chapters at least twice at a time. I'm still doing some editing on the rest. Please, I hope you enjoy! **

**Disclaimer, I own nothing. **
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By next morning, Tristen was healthy enough to go outside and explore this 'Berk'. Without Gothi's burning gaze, Tristen snuck out the front door. She was greeted by the sight of a calm ocean and the smell of salty air. Her bare feet limped across the ledge. She had a great view of the village beneath her and an even greater view of the vast ocean. She stared at the blue water with a hint of contempt. Her mind only seemed to process gray and unruly. She heard her own shout of defeat in her mind and she subconsciously touched the bandaged arm that hung limply at her side.

"_Run, Tristen, run!"_

"_Da, nil! I won' leave yeh!"_

_Shlink!_

Whack!

Tristen jumped, startled by the abrupt blow to the head, and hissed when she felt the pain by her knee from the slight jostle. She grasped her head and glared at the shorter woman who was right behind her and displayed no apology for her brash action. In a way, Tristen was grateful.

"Aye, back in bed." The teen sighed.

She made for the front door when Gothi stopped her with an outstretched hand. Tristen obliged and looked at her with perplexity. She gazed pointedly into the eyes of the old sage who beckoned her back inside. Tristen followed with a cocked brow and shut the door right behind her. Gothi came from the corner of her hut, holding a pair of old boots and a fur vest. She handed the two items to the teen and she slowly put them on her. She felt warmer with the extra clothing and she was about to thank the elder when there was a knock at the door.

Tristen went to open it to see none other than Hiccup, standing right there with his dorky smile and his dragon in tow.

"Morning." He greeted. "I saw you were up and well…thought you could use a lift to the village?"

Tristen nodded and looked over at Gothi, wordlessly asking permission for her leave. Gothi gave a firm nod and she left with a wave. She stopped, suddenly struck with the idea that she would be flying this scaly reptile.

"Aye, 'old on." Tristen candidly interjected. Hiccup had just mounted on the black beast with a raised brow of amusement. She pointed at the dragon. "Me ridin' tha'?"

The dragon scoffed indignantly and turned his face away from the questionable teenager. Hiccup jumped off quickly.

"Oh right," He said, nervously rubbing the back of his neck. He gestured to his dragon. "This is Toothless, Toothless, Tristen."

"Aye, more odd names." Tristen chuckled. Hiccup smiled, amused at the teen's response. "So…yeh fly drag'ns?"

Hiccup nodded.

"Let me show you." He offered, hand outstretched. Tristen hesitantly took it and Hiccup guided her to Toothless's back. Slowly, her breath hitched as she mounted on the back of the dragon, wounds still not entirely pleased with the sudden activity. Hiccup sat right in front of her. She muttered something Hiccup couldn't understand under her breath as Toothless spread his wings.

"I…uh…changed me mind!" Tristen alerted before Toothless could take off.

"He's harmless," Hiccup assured though the girl wasn't entirely convinced. Her arms were folded and her brow was raised. Hiccup patted his best friend's stout neck. "Aren't ya, bud?"

Tristen released a heavy, reluctant sigh and gave him a nod.

"Right, go'un." She approved. Hiccup smirked and prepared for flight.

"Alright, hang on." Hiccup commanded and just like that, the dragon took off to the skies. Tristen's hands immediately grasped Hiccup's shoulders. He grimaced from the bruising hold but felt it soften when Toothless started to casually glide. As they rode the sky, Hiccup occasionally glanced over his shoulder to see the look of awe written on the girl's face.

"By Christ." He swore he heard her mutter.

"So what do you think?" Hiccup asked as Toothless nicely banked right. They were over the Academy by now.

"Yeh've it good lad. Yeh fly." Tristen replied, her voice seemed to carry this tone that could've been either wonder or saddened admiration. Hiccup frowned slightly at her odd tone.

"Are there any dragons where you come from?" He had the nerve to ask. Tristen shook her head.

"Nil." She said. Her answer was short, obviously meaning that she didn't to answer any more of his arsenal of questions. Hiccup, being the gentleman he was, respected that and they were lulled into silence.

Very soon, Hiccup had landed Toothless in the middle of the village square. He started giving her a ground tour.

"Over there is the Great Hall. We hold feasts, town meetings and daily meals if you don't feel like cooking." Hiccup pointed as they walked along. He then pointed to a bridge across the landscape. "That's the bridge that leads to the Academy, where we train dragons. I'll take you there in a few moments. There's something I'd like to show you, first."

Tristen arched her eyebrow with mild curiosity as Hiccup led her to a pretty large shack nearby. She walked in, felt a rise in temperature and realized that this was a Forge. This Hiccup gestured to the place that was littered with old weapons, scrap metal and other forging equipment.

"This is our Forge." Hiccup introduced. He then gestured to a bulky, two-limbed man who hobbled into the door on a modest peg leg. "This is the owner, Gobber."

"Aye, and yeh are supposed to work, Hiccup." Gobber countered. Hiccup shrugged apologetically. He looked at the girl. "Eh, yeh must be the girl he found in the ocean."

"Aye." Tristen said with a nod.

"What's yer name, lass?"

"Tristen." She said, offhandedly, as she reached over and picked up a sword with a pretty nasty chip in the center in curiosity. She held it with ease. Hiccup had disappeared somewhere else deep within the Forge, leaving Tristen to stare at the Viking-style sword with a rueful glint in her eye. She gave it a test swing, someone witnessing would expect a look of admiration for the fine craftsmanship but, instead, there was only the look of remorse held heavy in the girl's eye as she held the sword in her nimble, small hands.

There was a clear of the throat and Tristen looked up. She casted aside the sword and watched the scrawny boy approach her with his hands behind his back as if hiding something. She scrutinized the boy with narrowed, searching eyes and a raised brow.

"I…uh…fixed this up for you." He said, bringing the object from his back to her full vision. It was held out in both his hands, offering it to her. Tristen's mouth slightly dropped open at the sight of it. Tears threatened to touch the rim of her eyes. Her hands, trembling, took the sword from him. She didn't recognize the scabbard but she recognized the hilt. Her hand grasped around the shaft and she gave it a yank to inspect the boy's handiwork.

_Sch-link. _

She gazed at the polished steel, not even recognizing it. All remnants of dirt and blood erased by this boy's careful hand. She could see her reflection in the blade. The crossguards, which were curved and made of brass, glimmered in fine glory. She stared at one particular side and saw the words _Trí Ghrásta Dé _still there and readable.

"It took a while to get all the dry blood off, the dirt was easy," Hiccup had interjected. Tristen re-sheathed her sword and looked at him. "You hunt a lot, huh?"

Her eyes fell upon the shiny pommel and she licked her lips, voices screaming in her head as she glared at it, contritely. She gazed back up at him.

"A-Aye, did…do." She stammered, Hiccup raised a brow.

"I've never met someone who hunted with a sword." Hiccup commented. "My girlfriend prefers an axe, others use their bows."

Tristen chuckled, it sounded quite forced but it seemed to trick Hiccup.

"Always be'er wit' sword." She said and that statement, no matter what it inferred, was the truth. She carried the sword by the scabbard in her hand. She followed Hiccup out, her leg growling at her again for sudden movement. Hiccup looked at her.

"There's something engraved on the handle." Hiccup mentioned. "What is it?"

Tristen said the first thing that came to her mind.

"Me Da said et." She answered, vaguely. Hiccup was about to open his mouth again with another question when they heard a voice and a loud squawk.

"There you are Hiccup!"

Tristen nearly jumped again at the large dragon that landed not far from her. Her hand flew to her hilt out of habit but she relaxed when she found a blonde Viking dismount. She was a bit taller than Tristen and she had a lighter shade of eyes than her own. Her hair was twisted in a complex braid that hung down her back. She had spiked pauldrons and a blue tunic, a spiked skirt and thick fur boots.

"Your Dad was looking for you," the blonde told the boy. Then, she noticed the girl. With a curious but slightly bitter look casted on her face, she gestured to her. "Who's this?"

"Oh," Hiccup cleared his throat. "Astrid, this is Tristen. Tristen, this is Astrid."

Tristen removed her hand fully from the pommel and outstretched her hand, although slightly wary of this girl.

"The girlfrien' yeh mentioned, Hic?" Tristen inquired as she shook Astrid's hand. They both broke the handshake, hands bluntly returning to their sides. The two girls were staring each other as if they were unsure dragons.

"Yes, I am Hiccup's girlfriend." Astrid boasted with arms crossed. Tristen nodded, accepting it completely and without any hesitation. Astrid then looked at Hiccup. "Anyway, your Dad was asking for you. Something about an important visitor coming to Berk."

Hiccup sighed and nodded. He walked over to Toothless and mounted, his prosthetic slipping into the foothold. He looked at Astrid and gave a lopsided, charming grin.

"Milady." He bid. Tristen ignored the gross affection and watched the artificial tailfin of the dragon and watched it twitch, gracefully as they took flight. Tristen was quite in awe at the odd contraption.

"They work in tandem." Tristen commented to the blonde, obviously astounded. There was a half-hearted hum in agreement from the Viking before she mounted back on her dragon. Tristen watched the blonde take to the skies herself, flying in a different direction.

She shook her head.

"Ag Críost." She muttered under her breath. Her eyes averted to the sword she still held in her hand. Both hands clutching the scabbard once again, staring at the simple tool in her hand. "Drag'ns an' Vikin's."

To be continued.
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It was quite obvious to Tristen that she was stuck here on this little island full of flying, fire-breathing reptiles and axe-flinging, tasteless Vikings. A couple of times Tristen had thought to steal one of the longships, steer it southwards herself. She had done it before but then, she thought about the unruly ocean that nearly killed her and she thought better for it. Hey, she was desperate to get home but she wasn't desperate enough to kill herself over it.

So, she was stuck and she was not too happy about it. She entered her second week on this tasteless island and was bored out of her wits, still. Until, one day she found Gothi prepared to run some errands and Tristen immediately had an idea.

"Oi, Gothi." She said, standing up from the bed. The old woman looked at Tristen. "Need 'elp?"

Her Norse was improving slightly, Tristen had eaten in the Great Hall three times and some visitors had come to Gothi for herbs, so Tristen was still exposed to the language. Yet, it could still use some work. Gothi took Tristen up on her offer and Tristen was given two tasks. One stop was to the square to get a basket of cod and the other stop was to take one of the Terrors to the Forge…which Tristen discovered was paired up with a Dragon dentistry business. It was run by the same Blacksmith too.

She approached the front counter and waited patiently with a groaning Terror in her arms. Her eyes were focused on the interior, so many weapons around that needed to be done. On the furthest wall, she saw a rack of different tools, they looked like appendages. She chuckled, there was even one that posed as a hairbrush and all this time, she thought Vikings were allergic to hygiene.

"Aye, Tristen." Her eyes averted to the bulky, blonde man with a stone tooth and large jaw. He waved his hand which was a pair of tongs. "Yeh 'ave an order?"

"Eh, aye." Tristen said, slowly. Her arms were full of the Terrible Terror that was moaning in pain because of something. She showed him the hurt beast. "This thin'…is..uh…'urt?"

"Lemme take a look at 'im."

He had even welcomed her inside. She walked inside and placed the terror on a clear workbench. Gobber had gotten to work immediately, applying the proper attachable as well. Tristen found a small smile grace her face in amusement as he tended to the poor beast. Meanwhile, her eyes fell upon the array of weaponry once again.

Her hand instantly picked up a single-bladed axe. She ran her finger along the edge, it was dull. She inspected the metal and found traces of old blood stains dotting along that edge. In her mind, she saw an image of the blade overhead and the splatter of blood. She blinked and quickly threw the weapon back on the table with a resounding clatter.

"Aye, don' break an'thin'!" Gobber had shouted from his workspace. Tristen cleared her throat, her hand wiping her face on instinct. She stared at her bloodless hand and clenched it tightly. She shook her head, turned towards Gobber and approached his table.

"Yeh okay, lass?" Gobber said as he brushed the fangs of the Terror. He glanced at her briefly as he scrubbed, then looked back at his work. "Yeh look like yeh've seen a ghost."

Tristen licked her lips and bobbed her head quickly.

"A-aye." She stammered. "m'fine."

Gobber gave an offhanded hum and checked the mouth of the Terrible Terror.

"Well, looks like he's all healthy now." Gobber said, removing his device entirely and starting to change it back to his tong appendage. Tristen fished in her side pouch for the hacksilver Gothi had given her to pay the old man. The blacksmith shook his head and declined the payment.

"No, lass."

"But-"

"No buts." Gobber refuted. "Jus' don' go spreadin' it around tha' I gave yeh a freebie."

She nodded and the Terror chortled. He flapped his wings and landed on her shoulder. She swayed violently from the added weight but adjusted to it. Gobber chuckled.

"Tha' one seems to like yeh." He commented. Tristen glanced at the Terror who licked his nostrils with his rubbery tongue. She grimaced.

"Aye." She agreed.

000000

Meanwhile, as the girl left the Forge, two teens were standing nearby. They watched the girl leave with the Terror clung to her shoulder.

"Do we have any idea where she is from?" Astrid had asked Hiccup who was gazing at the girl while absently scratching Toothless's head. Hiccup shrugged.

"No…and I have a feeling she won't tell us." Hiccup said, a bit saddened by that statement. "Although, when I fixed her sword-"

"Fixed her sword?" Astrid asked with a raised brow and a voice of suspicion. Hiccup obviously gave another shrug.

"Yeah, she had this sword covered with dried blood and dirt. It was also partially imbalanced and dull." Hiccup listed the imperfections. He shrugged again and the duo started walking towards their own houses. "Then there was this inscription on one side of the cross guard. It wasn't Norse at all."

"That explains her broken Norse." Astrid observed. She thought for a moment, her face contorted into a focused expression. "She could be dangerous."

"What? How?" Hiccup challenged his girlfriend's theory. Astrid looked at him with that 'are-you-serious?' look. He still wasn't catching on.

"She has a sword, which was covered in blood and dirt. She had some injuries when you found her and she's from Gods-knows-where and we have no idea if they're hostile or friendly." Astrid reasoned. Hiccup shook his head.

"She's, what…almost the same age as us?" Hiccup tested by gesturing with his arms and shoulders. Astrid refused to grin at his absent flailing. "What is so dangerous about her?"

"I'm just saying Hiccup," Astrid refuted in her usual way of defense, crossed arms and one hip cocked to the right, her eyes narrowed into a deadly glare. "We have no idea who she is."
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Tristen sat on edge of the ledge, legs dangling as she stared out into the vast ocean as her hand fumbled with the pendant hanging off of her neck. Her sword was set down to her right, even if she knew she was safe from harm, habits were truly hard to break in a short time.

Several things cluttered her mind and beaten her heart. Her hand had fallen to the place between her thigh and knee, rubbing the sore wound when it started to moan in pain. She figured she'd change the bandage tonight, give it a good wash and sleep on her back again.

Her eyes were trained on the ocean. It was a big gap between here and home. Out here, she was separated from all things familiar with only a sword, a necklace and an array of wounds to remind her of who she truly was. Her head tilted skyward, her hand stilled on her pendant. Her mouth muttered words under her breath, voicing a plea of question to the firmament above.

The hand that was braced against the wood suddenly shifted, her arm being lifted from some outside force. Her head tilted downwards to see the same Terror that bit her on her second morning here and she had brought to Gobber for some dental work, wrap around her body. His scaly, big head rested on her lap, her arm moved to be next to his skinny body. His large eyes closed and he nuzzled up to the girl.

And at that moment, Tristen felt the first genuine smile, albeit small, grace her weary face and her hand went to scratch the head of the slumbering dragon. Her eyes back out onto the ocean, distant from the bustling world around her.

To be continued.
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It was a bright, crispy spring morning when Tristen found herself back out on the front porch, fixing an old, rusted hatchet she'd use later to chop up some wood that she would fetch at the sawmill. She stared at the pieces, first she fiddled with the small wood rod that belonged to a broken broom. Gothi was one of those recycling types and Tristen very much respected it. She then picked up the iron, single blade axe head and looked through the hole that would be insert for the new shaft. Broken splinters of wood still stuck in there like a wad of rags.

Huffing, she picked up a spare dagger she found and began to push the rotten wood out, expertly shoving each piece out to make room for the new shaft. Once she got that chore done, she picked up the rod and placed it against the opening of the hole for measurement. She carefully used her hawk-like eyes to judge and hummed in confident affirmation.

It was when that Hiccup boy approached the front door of the hut that Tristen was hammering the shft into the axe head's insert. He had a satchel hanging off of his shoulders and a bright, toothy, lopsided grin as he regarded the girl.

"Morning, Tristen!" He waved, cheerily. Tristen paused in her work to wave her hand with the knife at him to return his greeting. Out on the mountain, where Gothi's hut was built from, that Night Fury had remained, sitting on his hind legs like some hunting dog and gave his own toothless grin to greet her. She found herself to give a half-hearted smile and nod before returning to her business. Hiccup was approaching the door when he noticed the girl's progress on the shaft.

"You know, if you take that to the Forge-"

"Aye," she brushed quickly off. "I know yer Forge. Gobber's alrea'y given me a freebie."

"I'll get that repaired-"

"Nil," she stubbornly said. "'preciate d'offer, boy-o. But I got et."

He then shrugged and knocked on the door but his eyes kept returning to Tristen. She hissed after she pricked her finger but then she lifted both the rod and the axe head. With confidence, she slid the hatchet right onto her handle. It was a near perfect fit, only a professional could've done a better job. It would have to do for now.

Though she saw it as a make-do axe, he saw something else and watched her walk down the long spiral of the mountain's peak. He nearly offered her a ride to the sawmill but she kept to herself when she passed.
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"Are yeh sure, Hiccup?" Gobber asked his apprentice. He was currently inspecting a Nightmare's jaw when Hiccup came to him with the idea.

"Yeah," He answered, confidently. He started to use his hands to explain his reasoning. "I mean, I saw her repair an axe herself. It looked like it would hold…for a little bit but that's just because of the materials. I think she would be perfect here, helping us with the workload."

"It takes skill t'work in the Forge, Hiccup." Gobber continued to argue.

"Yet, she repaired an axe," Hiccup repeated. He thought for a moment. "I'll help her out. Teach her how to sharpen weapons using the wheel and how to repair broken weapons. I'll handle the weapon making. Please Gobber, I know how much you complain about the lack of a second hand while I'm running the Academy. This is your, _our,_ answer."

"To 'ire a lass we know nothin' 'bout, handlin' our weapons an' havin' access t'em?" Gobber said with a raised brow as he confronted his apprentice.

"And you think she's dangerous too." Hiccup concluded with his sarcasm.

"Why wouldn' I be? We know nothin' 'bout 'er, lad." The older man replied. "Jus' a few days ago, she nearly broke somethin' in me place swingin' an axe 'round."

"…and I'm sure there's a logical explanation for that." Hiccup assured. Gobber still looked at him hard though, unrelenting in his argument. Hiccup sighed. "Please Gobber, at least give her a chance."

The blonde, bulky man looked at his apprentice, contemplating the earnest request. Though he was a Viking, he had a soft spot for those trying to get back on their feet. He thought about the girl and the other day when she nearly dropped that axe on her foot. If she was steady with a sword, she would be steady with an axe too. There was something wrong with her that wasn't physical. Perhaps, this would give her some sort of peace with whatever turns in her and that sort of made him feel good inside.

"Right," he said. "I'll give 'er one chance but if she blows et, 'm kickin' 'er out an' tellin' Stoick."

Hiccup nodded his head eagerly and quickly left to tell the good news to Tristen. He found her at the sawmill, two chopped logs underneath one arm and a third resting on her shoulder. He told her the offer and she looked at him as if he grew a second head.

"C'mon Tristen, we really need an extra hand in the Forge. We could really use your help." He convinced her. The girl thought about it for a moment, biting her lip that was already busted from something previous. She looked, no, scrutinized the boy atop of the dragon. It was hard to decipher the emotion in her ocean eyes, they appeared stormy but she pursed her lips for a moment. "I promise you some sort of pay. It is a job after all."

Tristen finally nodded her head, surrendering herself to the offer and Hiccup grinned.

"Great, you'll start tomorrow then?" he suggested. Tristen nodded again and flexed her left arm briefly before pressing forward. He looked at her. "Can we help you with those?"

She stubbornly showed her refusal of his offer by striding passed with her eyes focused onwards. He watched her back, he saw the sword swish back and forth against her pant leg. She still had a minor limp but she kept herself walking like a Viking carrying planks of wood to build a strong house. He found himself to ruefully and bitterly smile at the girl.

"_We know nothin' 'bout her, lad." _

To be continued.
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Astrid approached the Forge, knowing that her boyfriend would be there. Indeed he was, he was working on a new strange invention but there was a new worker inside the steamy room. It was that girl she had her eye on as she made sure she had her axe close by. They only had one conversation and it wasn't really much of one but there was something that was off about this kid.

"Mornin' milady!" Hiccup had broken her trance with a kiss to her cheek as he rushed past to pick up something on another workbench.

"Morning, Hiccup."

The girl in the back completely ignored them both. She was so reserved, Astrid noted. She had a cool face, obviously focused on something else while she diligently worked at the wheel.

Hiccup was rambling on about his latest masterpiece which involved a ton of leather. Though she loved it when he was in his own little innovative world, she preferred to invite him for an evening flight after dinner which was her purpose for coming here. Yes, the sun was starting to sink beneath the cold waves and it looked like it would be a clear night with plenty of stars. Hiccup agreed as was expected but was soon pulled away by his father when he came to the Forge as well. He made his promise and Astrid would hold him to it.

Soon, Astrid realized she was alone with that girl. This Tristen had acknowledged her in the threshold but didn't say anything. This girl minded her business as she worked on an axe blade. Astrid noticed something physically off about the girl as she tried to place the finished blade onto the bench. She slumped forward, grimacing and cursing under her breath. She finally plopped down on the bench and when she looked up to see Astrid still standing there, she cursed a little louder this time.

"Damn it."

"Are you okay?" Astrid found herself asking. She nearly slapped herself for sounding so concerned for a girl she had suspicion labeled on her forehead. The girl gave a curt nod, a bit surprised too that she had asked.

"Jus' a break." She stated. She stretched out her leg, rubbing the sore spot. She rolled up her pant leg and saw the large blob of scarlet. "Damnú ort."

Astrid watched the girl roll her trousers up, she frozen in horror at the mere sight of a piece og gauze, all soaked in blood, right at the side of her leg, just above her knee. The girl started to unwrap the messy thing, blood staining her hand. Obviously, this was her own handiwork and not Gothi's.

Astrid rushed passed, something strange possessed her to sneak into Hiccup's stash of medical supplies. She grabbed gauze and herbal ointment and walked over to the girl who was staring right at up at her.

"Let me." Astrid offered. The girl almost snatched the bandage but Astrid moved her hand too quickly. The Viking decided to press in a softer expression. "Please."

The girl surprisingly gave in with a single, wordless nod. The blonde knelt down and slowly touched the swollen skin. Hesitantly, she went to the end of the bandage and started removing it entirely. There was a wince voiced by Tristen. Astrid nearly puked at the nasty smell wafted but even more at the nastier appearance of puckered skin and muscle. Upon closer examination, it wasn't just a gash, it was a partial hole that tore through muscle, something was once lodged there.

"If yeh can'…stand et…lemme d'et." The girl interjected brazenly. Astrid, of course, refused. She started dampening a small rag with the herbal remedy. "Wha' are yeh-"

"Shut up and sit still." Astrid ordered, bluntly as she brought the rag closer to the wound. "It's infected."

"Then do somethin'." The girl argued. Astrid pressed the cloth to the hole and the girl hissed loudly.

"It's going to sting."

"I figured tha'…ow, Críost!"

Astrid raised a brow at the unusual word that slipped from the girl's mouth. Yet, she had her mind focused on getting that wound cleaned fast. Things settled down and the girl found stillness.

"What happened?" Astrid asked without thinking twice. The girl bit her lip, Astrid couldn't understand the reason why. She tried to read the girl's face. All she saw was pain and a bit of rueful nostalgia.

"_Shit, me leg!"_

"_Tristen, git yerself outta 'ere! Warn yer Da-oof!"_

_Thump, thump, thump, bray!_

"…_It's an ambush!"_

"Huntin' accident." The girl informed, forcing herself to return to the present. "Idiot shot me in d'knee, thinkin' I was stag."

"It looks pretty fresh." Astrid warranted, her original suspicion seeping into her first actual conversation with this girl. Tristen grunted.

"I took an arrow in d'knee. Not a bruise." The girl sniped. She jumped when the rag stung again. "Damn it!"

Astrid inspected the wound. She checked her work twice and set down the cloth and bowl. She had a million questions to ask this girl, this enigmatic soul. She knew her name and she knew she was handy with repairing and wielding weapons and now a story, whether it was truth, only time could tell.

"So you work here now?" Astrid questioned as she wrapped the gash in several layers of gauze. She glanced up at the teen who was not much older or younger than her.

"Aye."

"Hiccup talked Gobber into it, didn't he?"

Tristen grunted in affirmation. Astrid was finishing up the final wrap when Tristen spoke up on her own terms.

"'e talks 'bout yeh. One day an' 'e's hopin' yeh'd like some contraption." She mentioned. Astrid felt her cheeks slightly reddened.

"Well, that's Hiccup. It's why Gobber needs an extra hand because Hiccup has this habit of inventing rather than completing orders." Astrid said as she stood up.

"Bet 'e's a tough lad t'keep in line, eh?"

Astrid gave a short laugh.

"You have no idea."

Tristen and her both gazed at each other for a moment and then they both broke out in fits of laughter. In that moment, Astrid realized that this girl had a sense of humor despite being a mysterious grump.

From outside the Forge, Hiccup returned to escort his girlfriend to the Great Hall for dinner. He stopped dead when he saw the two girls interacting casually with each other. Hiccup remembered Astrid's stern warning the other night about the girl so this was truly a sight to behold to see the two girls laughing with each other. It was like, in that moment, that their personalities matched and they were best of friends just like he and Toothless.

Astrid noticed her boyfriend's arrival and excused herself from Tristen. The conversation had ended on a good note and there were smiles on each of their faces.

"Oi, 'Strid!" Tristen called just as Astrid laced her fingers with Hiccup's. She looked at the girl in curiosity. "Thanks…fer tendin' me leg."

Astrid thought for a moment, glanced at the Great Hall then back at the girl.

"You've got a plan for dinner?"

Tristen looked at her with widened eyes and gave a half-baked shrug.

"Come with us." Astrid invited. Tristen took one glance at the burning coals, Hiccup unusually silent and Astrid waiting for the girl's response. In an instant, Tristen shrugged off the apron, draped in on the hook and collected her sword from the bench.

She sidled up to Astrid as she fixed the scabbard to her sash-belt. The two girls suddenly talking about swords and axes of all things. Hiccup smiled goofily, these two were had begun a forging connection.

To be continued.
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It was her fourth meal in the Hall. She wasn't quite used to the boisterous noise the Vikings typically engaged in after a long day of work. They were drinking, eating and laughing loudly. She heard snippets of bets and gambling. She heard bits of conversations between tall, stocky men that were not for her age to hear quite yet.

She took a tray shyly and a small cup of that special brew she heard called mead. She didn't know why she grabbed it tonight when she hadn't the last few times she ate here. Perhaps, when she saw Astrid take a cup of it, it possessed her to do the same. It was only a little dose inside that cup, Tristen had thought.

She sat across from Astrid and Hiccup who were already bickering over something between them that she cared less to make sense of. It ended with a punch to his shoulder and a noisy kiss to her cheek.

"'ow long is et now?" Tristen had found herself to ask. The couple looked at her then looked at each other.

"Over half a year." Hiccup answered with a shrug. Tristen hummed, accepting the answer and looked at her plate of sustenance. A thick thing of mutton. She stared at it for a few seconds, not entirely used to the portion sizes of these people. She looked over when she heard a guttural grouse to her right. A boy with one of those ridiculous horned helmets with dirty black hair, had bitten right into the meat, grunting as he ate. She raised a brow in utter disgust at his display of manners before turning to her own.

However, she noticed that also seated was Gobber who was swinging his own attachable tankard to his lips. He was telling a rather husky Viking fella a story from his youth.

"So there I was, my sword long from me 'and. Me opponent was rea'y to cleave me arm in 'alf. 'e gave a mighty roar an' I thought I was finished," Gobber regaled. He raised his interchangeable hand in the air, emphasizing his dramatic epic. "With me own wit, I used me peg leg fer a weapon. Jabbed it right into his stomach, 'e released a bloodcurdlin' yowl as loud as a Nightmare. Blood drippin' from 'is gut an' I valiantly picked up me sword an' finished him off."

"Whoa," Fishlegs voiced while the others around Gobber like that manner-less mutton eater and the two fraternal twins, gasped in great interest. "It must've been horrifying to realize that you only had seconds left before you were stabbed or something, but your leg-"

Tristen peeled herself away from that conversation and glued her eyes to the wooden table, a look of melancholy and guilt glossing her eyes.

"Whoa, Tristen."

She looked up to see Astrid, leaned over and waving her hand in her face. Tristen looked up at her and swatted at her hand.

"Aye?" she said, rather coldly.

"You…sort of spaced out." Astrid said, brow raised, skeptical of the girl's distant behavior. "You okay?"

Tristen grunted her affirmation and took a swig of the mead. The liquor felt very pleasurable to her parch throat. Her memories seemed to have faded into completely nothingness at that moment. With that one dose of wonderful sweetness, she regained her composure and looked at the two Vikings in front of her.

"Wha'…wha' was he talkin' on?" Tristen asked them. It took Astrid a few moments while it took a moment for Hiccup to understand her question.

"A holmgang." He said to her. Tristen looked at him. "A Viking duel, usually to the death."

Tristen blinked. A duel with such a goal would sound barbaric to any foreigner.

"They are frequent?" She asked. Hiccup shook his head.

"We haven't had one for a while now." Hiccup informed. Tristen glanced at Gobber for a moment. "We found another way to deal with misunderstandings and lawlessness, peacefully."

"Don' like blood, eh?" Tristen asked, her cup close to her mouth again for another sip. Hiccup shook his head.

"What's the purpose of killing?" Hiccup questioned in his philosophical tone. Astrid and Tristen both looked at him. Astrid, in respect for his words, and Tristen, more in contemplation. "All violence seems to be about pride, or honor, or conquest-"

"Me Da…told me tha' there's difference," Tristen said as she stared at the liquid of her cup. Perhaps, the mead was starting to speak for her. To speak inner transgressions. "between killin' to save yer own an' jus' bein' a plain killer."

She dared to look the baffled teens in the eye and took her last swig before slamming the cup down in emphasis. She stared intently at Hiccup with an angry scowl.

"Yeh missed protection."

She stood up and limped out of the Great Hall without another word, returning to her solitude.

As she exited, Hiccup looked at his girlfriend who narrowed her eyes, arms folded and against the table as she reflected on the dark words muttered by the girl they knew absolutely nothing about.

"I'm starting to think you're right about her." Hiccup offered as he processed the chilling words that probably praised killing.

Astrid nodded, completely in agreement and satisfied that he sided with her, finally.

To be continued.
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Tristen knelt on the ground, hands folded together as she muttered words in her native language. She was quiet enough to Gothi wouldn't hear her and when she finished, subtly pointing to three parts of her body in a ritual order, she just knelt there for a few seconds to mull over her words.

"Damn mead." She cursed finally as she realized that the alcohol made her slip her tongue. She stood up and pulled open the covers after extracting her belt, sword and boots. She never took off her pendant, sometimes finding comfort in just holding it as she fell asleep. It made her dreams more tolerable when she did reach out. She laid against the pillow, eyes staring up at the rafters. She could hear the wind whistling outside and she could hear the snorts of the mob of Terrible Terrors resting inside the house.

She couldn't find even the slightest solace in closing her weary eyes. Frightening images flashed before her and snapped her eyes open every time. For some reason, it was the worse bout of insomnia she had in a long time. She grunted in frustration and just stared up at the rafters. Her hand found its place, caressing the pendant.

"_Yeh see tha', me girl? Now pull back yer arrow."_

_Fw-ump!_

"_Da…Da, I did it!"_

"_A good shot yeh are, me girl."_

Tristen sighed heavily, chest falling and her eyes half open as she gazed at nothing.

_Sch-link! Whack! Clang!_

"_Ach, yeh got me."_

"_Ne'er cross me girl, Fergus, she's becomin' a fine warrior."_

"_A lass clever wit' a sword? A new age must be upon us, eh?"_

Tristen's mind snapped back to reality when she heard a low croon. She turned her head to see the same Terror that had taken a strong liking to, hop onto the bed and plop himself right on her stomach. She chuckled and stroked the scaly head.

"Yeh like me, eh?" She chuckled as she petted the scales. She then chuckled again bitterly. "Me kind don' take well t'yeh. Some think yer Satan yerself."

She released another laugh when he started to nuzzle his snout into her chest.

"Yer a cuddly'un, eh?"

Suddenly, she felt her eyelids droop and she gathered the dragon up in her arms. Gently, she set it next to her and scooted a bit away so she could put her hand softly on the scaly head. The dragon nuzzled up to her chest once again as she laid on her side.

Sleep somehow found her that night and it was probably in the comfort of her dragon companion.
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There was noise in the village, greater than usual when Tristen made her way to the Forge. Her hand rested casually against the hilt of her sword attached to her hip. Her necklace was tucked underneath her tunic as usual.

She noticed a fleet of ships coming to port to which the Berk Vikings were welcoming excitedly. She stared at the masts' sails, all of them depicting ravens. Her heart picked up speed in that instant from sudden anxiety and hastily made her way to the Forge.

"Good morning, Tristen!" Hiccup was already there, so was Astrid. She muttered a curse under her breath because she probably looked very frightened and they probably saw it too.

"M-mornin'." She said as she cleared her throat. She licked her lips and decided to mask her anxiety by pointing towards the harbor. "Visitors?"

"Aye," Gobber had interjected as he walked over to his two workers. "It is the arrival of Ragvar the Fierce."

Her eyes widened, breathless suddenly. She glanced apprehensively at the ocean.

"W-who's 'e?" She stammered, failing to act casual at all. It was also noted when she mindlessly, upon old habit, wrapped her hand around the hilt of her sword.

"Only one of the best Viking warriors out there," Astrid boasted. Tristen looked at her. "He leads many parties out in the islands south of here. He helps the Norse out there deal with rebels. Mostly from this island called Ireland."

Tristen narrowed her eyes.

"Rebels?" she dared questioned. Her shoulders righted in defense, her hand gripping tighter around her handle.

"Yeah, from what we hear, we have successfully settled in the southern part of the land but not the northern part because their king keeps fighting them off."

"Not yer land, though." Tristen stubbornly retaliated. Astrid glared right at her. "Tis' the Irish's."

"Why do you care?" Astrid inquired, sharply. Arms were crossed and eyes were daggered. Tristen blinked a few times, removed her hand and cleared her throat nervously.

"I jus'…meant tha', tis' the natives' lan'." Tristen defended, though it was half-baked compared to her earlier statement.

"Aye, yeh can 'ave a debate 'bout this la'er." Gobber suddenly stepped in and Tristen never felt more grateful for the intervention. She picked up an apron and threw it over her neck and tied it, deftly. Astrid still had her eyes trained on the girl but Tristen immediately set to work, sword still attached to her hip.

She picked up the first weapon to be sharpened and set to work. She worked into the night, trying to avoid more confrontation as possible. Hiccup and Astrid disappeared by sunset to go on their own little flight together, Gobber left to go to the Feast thrown in Ragvar's honor. She dutifully kept the Forge going, working into the long hours of the night while the Great Hall flooded with noise.

"Excuse me," came a voice at the counter. She was sweeping the floor, beginning to close the business like she was instructed.

"S'rry, sir, we're-" She turned her head and nearly jumped back. Her second reaction was her hand going to her hip again. "Closed."

She dipped her head to avoid eye contact and kept sweeping.

"That's a shame." The customer stated, coolly. "I slipped away from my party so I could get my sword professionally sharpened and perhaps, polished."

The sword was thrown right onto the counter to make his point. Tristen looked at it. It was full of blood and sod. It was caked in mud and had several little chips. Tristen was about to figure out who exactly was talking to her and felt like throwing up.

"I'll pay yeh well, lass." The Viking promised. Tristen quickly looked him to avoid nausea in the face but then ducked again to resume sweeping.

"Fine." She agreed. "Done by mornin'."

The yellow-teethed Viking grinned but it faltered when he noticed the sword at her hip.

"Aye, where'd you get that beauty?" He asked. "Doesn't look like something made from here?"

She stared at the floor.

"I…me Da, from a raid. Took from a slain rebel on d'field. Gave to me a spoil." Tristen lied. The Viking seemed to buy that lie, but barely.

"I see." He hummed in response. "Irish, perhaps?"

"Wha'?" Her head snapped up, alarmed.

"Did yer 'Da' go to Ireland?"

"Uh, aye." She responded, masking her breath of relief. "Yer fleet."

Ragvar the Fierce grunted again and nodded.

"Must've been a good warrior then," he huffed. Tristen gave a stern nod. "Right, I want that done tomorrow morning as you promised."

Tristen nodded again and the man looked at her for a long moment, eyes scrutinizing her. She tried not to swallow, nervously. He wordlessly left and Tristen watched him march away.

"_No…Da!" _

Tristen, wanting that image to leave her head, shut her eyes tightly but to no avail.

"_Tristen, git outta 'ere! Run!" _

"_Get the girl!"_

"Diabhal go léir!" Tristen cursed loudly into the empty shack once the Viking vanished into the shadows of the dimly lit night. In her fit, she shoved a full stack of dull weapons onto the floor. Her temper flared as she picked up the very sword that the man left and wanted to take it to the sea and throw it there. She gripped the handle, hoping to crush it but all her knuckles did was turn to white.

"Whoa, what happened here?"

Her eyes opened wide as she saw Hiccup entering the Forge with his girlfriend in tow. Both dragons were waiting outside patiently, uttering to each other in draconic croons. Tristen stared at the sword in her hand and let up on her death grip, frowning and scowling while muttering a sarcastic 'oh great'. Hiccup was staring at the stack of weapons on the ground. Also in her rage, the broom was launched across the room and knocked down a couple of shields.

"I...er…frustration." Tristen grunted, though not entirely convincing. Astrid scowled at the guarded teen with crossed arms. Hiccup, of course, went in to help clean up the mess.

"With what, exactly?" Astrid questioned as she watched the two pick up her mess.

"I…'ave order done by mornin'." Tristen answered, pointing half-heartedly at the sword now resting on the bench. Astrid went over to pick it up.

"Wow, there's a lot of blood on it."

Tristen bit her lip, biting back her fury.

"It is Ragvar's sword." She muttered, her voice laced with disgust. Astrid gasped and held it like it was a worshipped idol. Tristen desperately wanted to rip it out of her hands and throw it into the fire.

"So, you are frustrated with his order and you decided to throw stuff around in the Forge?" Hiccup questioned. He scowled at her, scolding her. "That's dangerous, Tristen."

"Damn it, I know!" She shouted at him, her temper flaring once again. Astrid glared at her, the sword forgotten in her hand.

"Don't yell at him!" Astrid scolded. "You're the one who can't control your temper!"

Both girls glared at each other with sudden despise for each other.

"There's nothin' wrong wit' me temper!" Tristen defended herself.

"Oh yeah?" Astrid challenged. "Is there another reason why you blew up?!"

"Tha' sword," Tristen suddenly stopped herself as she pointed and glowered at the sword in Astrid's hand. She lowered her voice.

"This sword what, Tristen?!" Astrid continued to test. Tristen glared furiously at her. "What about this sword?!"

"Nothin'." She muttered. She waved her hand to dismiss her raging thoughts. "Ne'er mind."

She turned her back on Astrid.

"No, say what you were going to say!" Astrid yelled at her.

"Leave me alone, Serf!" Tristen mindlessly insulted. There was utter silence before Hiccup spoke up.

"Alright, Tristen," Hiccup interjected. He stood next to his girlfriend. "Get out of here."

Tristen blinked, suddenly feeling misplaced and lost. Hiccup, losing his patience, gestured her out the door.

"Get out of here!" He roared. "Now!"

Tristen glared right at him before finally untying her apron and held it in front of him with daggered and intimidating eyes. She opened her fist and the apron dropped as she glared at him.

"The hell with you." She snarled before stomping right out the door.
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They watched the girl leave the Forge in a huff. Astrid, completely struck with the strange curse the girl had uttered to her, looked at her boyfriend who was in his own huff before he settled down.

"Wow, you rarely become that angry." She informed him. Hiccup's piercing glare dulled and he looked at his girlfriend.

"She had no right to yell at you." He defended.

"It wasn't something I couldn't handle." Astrid said.

"I didn't want a fist fight in here, either." Hiccup retorted sarcastically which earned a bright laugh from Astrid. Even Hiccup smiled when he found his way of humor merited a laugh from the intimidating Astrid Hofferson, like he always does.

"Didn't want a holmgang?" She played along. Hiccup chuckled and placed his hands on her hips when he finished picking up Tristen's mess. He shook his head.

"A duel with her?" He chuckled as he leaned in closer to touch her forehead with his. "You'd have her pinned in three seconds."

Astrid shrugged.

"You never know." She reminded. "We don't really know who she is."

Hiccup frowned, reminded of the conversation a couple of days ago about her being dangerous. He glanced at the sword and sighed, still holding his girlfriend in his arms.

"Something else made her mad." He said after a few moments of silence. He sighed in guilt.

"Like what?" Astrid questioned, head pressed against his chest. He was now the same height as her, maybe an inch taller by now. Hiccup sighed.

"I dunno," he thought aloud. She felt him shrug. "A memory, maybe."

To be continued.
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Tristen felt a mixture of guilt and despair when she awoke the next morning. The memory of last night came to haunt her mind like everything else and she barely slept, even with that Terror nuzzled by her side.

"Damn it all," she repeated that curse several times throughout the night. She had the urge to get up and go find Astrid, apologize for her insult and getting mad at her for absolutely nothing. "Nil, she got into me business. She doesn' deserve me apology."

She turned onto her other side as if to physically brush off the urge. It still clung to her like the freezing winters. She felt so cold, so lost and so…alone. A lone tear trickled down her face as she closed her eyes, picturing a man in chainmail and mounted on a horse, his sword on his shoulder. The horse bobbed its head as it munched on the grass. The man's eyes were fixed downwards as if on her, gentle blue eyes with the glimmer of determination set in. His lips were tight and his forehead was creased. He didn't say a word to her, just looked at her. He pointed the tip of the sword down at her, not near her throat like it was a threat but to rest the blade onto her shoulder.

Tristen opened her eyes and saw that it was light outside. She figured it a minor success to be able to get a bit of sleep. She sat up on her bed and thought to herself. In one of her trailing thoughts, her hand went to the necklace and she pulled it out. She stared at it, forlornly.

With a huff, she pulled it over her head and shoved it underneath the pillow. She heard gentle footsteps and she looked up to see Gothi hobbling over to her with a bowl of porridge.

"Oh, mornin' Gothi." Tristen greeted as she was handed her breakfast. Gothi gestured to the pillow with her staff. "Uh…jus' somethin' irritatin' me."

Gothi gave her an unamused glare and snapped her fingers. The Terror who slept by Tristen's side last night, scrounged underneath the pillow and pulled out the pendant, handing it to Gothi. Tristen glared at the dragon.

"Yeh half-wit piece o' shit." She cursed at him. The Terror licked his nostrils and she groaned. Gothi had the very thing that linked her present self with her past. The old sage studied it, her frail fingers ran over the worn brass and she tightened her lips. She nodded which confused Tristen but the old woman handed the valuable item back to the girl. Tristen cradled it in her lap and looked back at Gothi who had her two hands on her staff.

"Yer…gonna turn me in, huh." Tristen guessed. Gothi, however, shook her head and Tristen arched a brow. "Yer not?"

Gothi nodded and then gestured to the bowl of porridge. Tristen picked it up, understanding immediately. She stared at the oats and stirred them with her spoon, half-mindedly playing with it and not entirely feeling hungry.

"I need t'leave." Tristen stated, out-of-the-blue. Gothi looked at her with a surprised expression, Tristen refused to make eye-contact. "An auld en'my 'ere, can' be t'long til I'm figured. I don' wanna put yeh in 'arms way."

Gothi shook her head and hobbled forward. She placed a calm hand on Tristen's arm and looked up at her, the two made eye contact and Gothi conveyed her message by brushing a loose strand of hair from the girl's eye and gave her firm shoulder a squeeze. Tristen saw in her eyes the plead 'not to leave' and she sighed.

"But yeh'll fall, too. I won' 'ave it-"

Whack!

Tristen held her throbbing head, scowling at the woman once the staff thumped her. She rubbed the sore spot.

"Wha'?" She impatiently demanded. Gothi gestured to the window and Tristen arched a brow, rising to her feet. Gothi waved her staff as if to gesture the entire ocean. Tristen tilted her head in confusion. "Where'd I go?"

Gothi nodded. Tristen gazed at the endless ocean, flashing images of lightning and unruly waves appeared in her mind and she suddenly understood.

"I'd brave the storms." Tristen said, stubbornly. Gothi retreated from the window and Tristen watched her take her necklace and hid it in a cupboard. Tristen narrowed her eyes, trying to understand the message. When Gothi gestured to her sword, Tristen's fingers absently undid the scabbard and handed the sword to the woman who hid it beneath her bed. She came back with a different necklace that was in the shape of a hammer. She placed it around Tristen's neck and it hung loosely. Tristen stared at the pendent. "I can'…accept this."

Gothi waved her staff towards the front door and Tristen thought for a moment.

"Yer…'elpin' me." She finally understood. "A disguise."

Gothi nodded, appreciating the fact that the girl was, indeed, not entirely dense. Tristen chuckled.

"Go raibh maith agat." She said with great gratitude. Gothi nodded once again.
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That afternoon, Tristen was out, on to the Forest with a bow and a full quiver on her back. She had a knife tucked in her belt and she was feeling a lighter mood than last night. Though some hints of guilt still clung to her stone heart, she decided to leave it be and move on, march on and don't look back. Just like she was taught.

She hummed softly to herself an old lullaby and felt herself at ease as she scouted the forest for game. She had her bow ready and her arm ready to retrieve an arrow from the loaded quiver. She saw something not too far from her location and fell silent altogether.

With a cheeky grin, she found a perfect tree and quietly climbed up the trunk. With ease, she steadied herself on the thickest branch and notched an arrow to her bow. She waited for a few quiet moments, the boar was completely unaware. She had surprise on her side.

She aimed perfectly, eyes both opened as she had the arrowhead pointed at his side. However, before she released it, another arrow came soaring and hit the boar through the head, ending its life. Her eyes went from wide open in shock to daggered in irritation. With great deftness, she dismounted from her position and went to give the hunter a piece of her mind.

"Oi, tha' was me shot!" She said as she landed swiftly on her two feet. The wound on her leg made her wince as she forgot its existence but she remained stoic as she went to reprimand the sorry lout. She approached the hunter, nay, the huntress who knelt down to the beast. Tristen scowled when she saw the blonde hair and blue tunic with iron pauldrons.

"Oi!" She shouted again, only to have the head turn and she immediately stopped walking and glanced away, throwing a curse. "Shit."

"Yeah, what is it?" Astrid demanded as she prepared to take her prize back to the village. With the bow in her hand, she pointed at the boar.

"Tha' was me shot." She repeated, inflexibly. Astrid raised a brow.

"I didn't see you." She said as if innocent, gazing back at the boar. "Where the Hel where you?"

Tristen pointed to the very tree she had used.

"Up d'trees." She argued. Astrid raised a brow.

"Who hunts in trees?"

"I do." Tristen replied, arms crossed with challenging eyes. Astrid thought for a moment, sheathing her dagger and standing fully to regard the girl. Astrid's brows both raised in amusement.

"I've never met someone who'd do that." She reflected, bemused.

"A trick me Da taught me." Tristen said. "Climbed trees when a wee'un."

Astrid gazed down at the position of the wound she had tended to not long ago.

"Then how'd you get mistaken for a stag if you hunt in the trees?" She inquired, thoughtfully. Tristen looked at her.

"Did tis me was 'untin'?" Tristen countered. Astrid shook her head.

"Then what else where you doing?" She said as she started to pick up the boar. Tristen sighed and pulled the bow over her head and had it hung off one shoulder to help Astrid lift the boar.

"Mindin' me business." Tristen said in a breathless pant as they carried the thing back to camp. "Aye, don' yeh…'ave tha' beast t'carry this?"

"Stormfly has her own morning routine."

"Aye, so 'untin' yer chore." Tristen said as she hoisted the boar upon her shoulder to make the lug easier. Astrid had done the thing. She grunted in affirmation.

"Best shot in the family." Astrid prided herself.

"Aye, takes patience, yeh got tha' too?"

"Enough of it." Astrid huffed. Tristen chuckled. As they talked, they felt as if they hadn't had that spat the night before. Tristen's amused look turned south as this thought came to her head. They were just arriving in the village when Tristen dared to speak up. "Oi, 'strid?"

Astrid looked over her shoulder but before Tristen could say anything more, her attention was averted towards the Forge where she saw a boy apprehended and thrown onto the ground. The Night Fury was snarling but subdued and Tristen gasped.

"Oh, shit."
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Astrid immediately saw what Tristen had saw and was shocked. Immediately, she flung the boar onto the ground, forgetting it as she raced to her boyfriend's side.

"Hiccup!"

Eight Vikings surrounded the chief's son. It took three burly men to keep the dragon at bay. The leader of the party stood in front of Hiccup.

"Where is she?!"

"Wh-who?" Hiccup rasped as he was picked up and tossed onto the ground. Astrid had just gotten there and was soon apprehended even with her kicking and cursing.

"You damn well know boy!" Ragvar the Fierce picked up Hiccup by the collar of his tunic. He shoved a sword's hilt in front his face, holding it by the scabbard. "This is an Irish sword!"

Hiccup was dropped onto the ground, his breath heaved and he glanced at Astrid who was still squirming in his grasp. Astrid stole a glance at Tristen who just stood there, eyes narrowed as she started to assess the situation.

"Ragvar, what is the meanin' o' this?!" The great Chief Stoick the Vast came to the rescue, stepping into the circle and next to his son.

"You've been safeguarding a traitor, Chief." Ragvar accused.

"What traitor, Ragvar?" Stoick challenged, unconvinced.

"'e means me!"

All heads turned to see the girl approach the group. Ragvar grinned.

"I knew it." He groused and he pointed his finger at her as an order. "Arrest the Rebel!"

Two bodies had her on the ground and her wrists tightly bound behind her back. She tried to escape their grasps but as she was risen onto her feet, she glared at Ragvar.

"Yeh've got me, yeh piece o' filth." She growled with clenched teeth. "Let 'im go, 'e 'as nothin' t'do wit' this."

Ragvar chuckled darkly.

"Oh, but he saved you, had you nursed back to health by this traitor!"

Heads turned to see Gothi, also apprehended. Tristen gasped and looked at Ragvar.

"Aye, let 'em go, Ragvar!"

There was a crowd of Vikings watching the scene unfold. Tristen yanked on her arm but knew it was fruitless.

Ragvar turned to the girl.

"Why don't you tell them who you are?" He suggested in a fake wondrous tone. Tristen, tightlipped and quiet, glared at him. He backed away from her face. "Fine, then I will."

With one hand, he hoisted the sword and with the other, he held up her necklace.

"These are objects belonging to an Irish Christian!" He announced to the entire crowd. "And not just any Irish Christian,"

He turned to gesture to the girl.

"This lass is a rebel! Has been fighting our armies for years, thwarting our plans to extend our control in the south!"

"Damn it, it's not yer lan'!" Tristen barked. She tugged again but was still tightly held. Ragvar chuckled, amused by the girl's outburst.

Hiccup was completely stunned, Stoick as well but he recovered quickly. Astrid stopped squirming in the grasp and only stared at the girl with widened eyes, disbelieving the accusation.

"This menace has killed many of us!" Ragvar roared. "Our people are dying, slaughtered at the hand of these rats!"

Tristen growled.

"I'll show yeh slaughter." She grumbled only to be punched in the gut by one of her captors. Her blue eyes narrowed, her hair falling out its messy ponytail, covering one eye as she confronted the man. "Yeh've killed, too, Ragvar."

"I've had enough." Ragvar stomped right up to her. He looked her dead in the eye which Tristen did the same. "Come morning, you will be executed for your resilience."

Tristen's eyes turned even sharper. She glanced out of the corner of her eye at the two teens.

"Yeh let 'em go." She said to him. "They 'ad nothin' t'do wit' this. Neither did d'Shaman."

Ragvar shook his head.

"I'll let them go." He said and he gestured to the men to release Astrid and keep away from Hiccup. Stoick had one hand clasped on his shoulder, his eyes gazing with discontent towards the scene. "The Elder is also accused of treachery for sheltering and helping you."

It was then Tristen was hauled away by Spitelout and a couple of Ragvar's men to throw Tristen in the dungeon. It was remarkably unsettling how calm Tristen acted as she was paraded through the thickets of Vikings who were growing angry at the girl's presence. Slanderous words hurled towards her, some rocks thrown in anger as she was escorted. Gothi didn't receive the brutal blows but she wasn't in good terms either. Like Tristen, she accepted the fate.

Hiccup and Astrid watched as the Vikings started to disperse, muttering words of hatred. They were speechless, utterly stunned at the waves of information. For a question they were wondering for weeks now was solved in just a matter of minutes.

Yet, there was something still unsettling and wrong brewing in the mind of the Chief's son.

To be continued.
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That night was filled with disturbing tension. Hiccup tried to forget it with an evening flight with his best friend and his girlfriend. Yet, the face of Tristen, cool and collected, as she was hauled away, burned in his mind.

"Hiccup?"

He turned to see the blonde sidled up to him, concerned about the distant expression on his face.

"I don't think this is right." He suddenly blurted.

"What? A flight?" Astrid questioned, confused. He's the one who suggested it. "Should we land?"

Hiccup shook his head.

"No, I mean Tristen."

Astrid scoffed at that name and looked onwards.

"We shouldn't let her die."

Astrid spun her face to question him.

"Yes, we can. She's an enemy to our people, Hiccup. She killed our people."

"She did in the name of her homeland." Hiccup fought back. "We're the ones killing their people. Why don't we deserve their retaliation?"

Astrid didn't look happy with his response.

"I'm just saying, we shouldn't let Ragvar put her to death."

"Then what should we do? Whatever we do to prevent that Rebel form execution, we'll make an enemy of Ragvar's." Astrid reminded. Hiccup nodded his head, considering that consequence. The blonde Viking huffed again. "I want nothing to do with that Celt anyway."

"She's our age, maybe a little older." Hiccup suggested.

"Yeah but she's as guilty as a grown up rebel." Astrid refuted. Hiccup disagreed with her. He wasn't entirely sure why she was acting this cold. Of course, his girlfriend was tough and made of stone when others confronted her. But she was with him, the one person she lets her guard down and expresses hidden fears.

"I'm going to do something," Hiccup argued. "Whether or not I have your support."

Astrid only gave a curt nod.

"She's not a murderer." Was the one thing Hiccup said before they fell into a strange, tension-built silence. "There's more to her than what we know."

"_There's a difference between killin' fer yer own an' bein' a plain killer."_

"_Not yer land though, tis' the Irish's."_

Astrid tossed and turned that night, unable to get a good hour's of rest. Dawn would be here soon. She laid on her back, staring at the ceiling, trying to forget the spoken words of an Irish rebel.

Yet, memories took her back to the girl in the Forge, in pain and hurting from some strike to her leg. She thought about Tristen's sense of humor and the selfless act of carrying the boar with her earlier that day.

The blonde huffed again, remembering her boyfriend's words that rang true completely. Tristen, for the girl she was, she wasn't just some soldier, ravaging automatically. There was a spark of humor, a flame of selflessness and a heat of spirit.

_There's more to her than what we know. _

Astrid quietly left the house that night, on a mission.
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Her stomach growled, her heart was heavy with culpability and defeat and her eyes were heavy with weary. She was tired of this. All of it.

She tried desperately to remember the good days. She tried to hum the old lullaby her Ma sung to her by the hearth when she grew restless. All that came was hot air and a scratchy throat. She wanted water but there was no one who was willing to help a poor Irish rebel.

_Rebel. _

She knew that who she was in the eyes of these Vikings. And Jesus Christ, she had a right to be a rebel. They took everything from her, every valuable thing but her sense of courage and God, however, she felt that day by day, the Holy Father slowly distances Himself from the troubled teen.

She gazed at Gothi who was in the cell across from her. She was calmly sitting on the floor, thinking to herself. Tristen felt as if a dagger stabbed her right in the heart and she averted her gaze to the ground.

Frustrated, she let out a loud cry of anguish, shaking the shackles tightened around her wrists. The shout would startle Gothi for a few seconds before recovering into her solemn silence.

"Damn it!"

Her back reclined against the wall of the cell, her head rested on the wooden wall and tilted upwards slightly. She closed her eyes, trying to remember soothing words. Her eyes fell to the cell across from her.

"Tá mé leithscéal sin." She whispered as if Gothi could hear the defeated, apologetic whimper. They exchanged eye contact and Tristen sighed once again, closed her eyes and tried to hear echoing laughter and rustling leaves. The grass, she pictured, to brush on her skin as she raced down the riverbed. Her chaser growling half-baked threats of capturing her, to have her blue eyes for an eye stew.

Her mind was jolted from her memories of a happier time that seemed so long ago upon the quiet footfalls of someone approaching. She narrowed her gaze, hiding any evidence of nostalgia and remorse, to look her enemy in the eye.

Already she had been beaten, just for laughs. The forming bruise around her eye sported it. There was also a smaller bruise on the underside of her jaw from when she spat something at them in her native tongue.

Death sounded like a luxury.

Her head tilted when she saw the shadowy figure approach. Tristen shifted her shackles, gripping the iron chain tighter. Finally, the face was recognized and she sighed but remained stoic in front of Astrid.

"Wha'd yeh want?" She asked as she released the chain. Astrid took a seat and rested her back against the wall of the dungeon. Her knees were upright, arm resting on them, it was as if she wanted to have a conversation with her.

"You know, I knew there was something off about you." Astrid commented out of thin air. Tristen raised a brow at the offhanded thought. "Didn't believe that hunting story for a second."

"All I could come up wit'." Tristen sneered with a sadistic grin.

"How'd you get it then?"

"Ambush." Tristen revealed, quickly. Astrid nodded.

"On you or them?"

"Us, we was ridin'..scoutin' when d'ey came. Only'un t'survive." The honest answer came. Tristen sighed. "Seems a lifetime 'go."

The blonde was silent for a while.

"You should know, I don't particularly like the Irish."

"Aye, figured when yeh praised tha' son-o'-a-bitch like some saint." Tristen muttered darkly. She kicked at an old rat bone.

"Truth is, my dad went with Ragvar one summer." The Viking told her. She thought for a moment and her head tilted down, staring at the ground, trying to keep strong. "He didn't come back."

Tristen, though she was completely angry and wanted to avenge her homeland, felt a twinge of sympathy for the girl. She looked at her.

"'m…so s'rry." She said. Astrid shrugged her shoulders.

"He was a good warrior." She continued, lifting her head to stare across the dark dungeon. "I wanted to be just like him."

"'is name?"

"Hoffer Egillson."

Tristen blinked, as if she heard the name incorrectly. Then, she nervously licked her lips and muttered something under her breath, hopefully Astrid didn't hear it. Thank God she didn't, she was too busy remembering her own dear dad.

"What's yours?"

Tristen looked at her.

"Tristen O'Riley."

Astrid chuckled which earned an amused smile from the Celt.

"I can see why you just said Tristen."

Tristen even laughed at that.

"Aye, 'bout as Irish it gets." Tristen joined in. The two suddenly laughed together at the funny remark. The two finally settled down and Tristen cleared her throat. "'Strid,"

"Yeah?" Astrid said, head against the wall just like Tristen's. She looked without moving her head. Tristen coughed awkwardly.

"I wan'ed t'apologize…t'o'er night when I yelled at yeh." Tristen tried to mend. Astrid smiled ruefully.

"I have no idea what a Serf is." Astrid replied. Tristen chuckled.

"Figured," She smirked. "Peasant bas'cally."

Astrid tried to bite back her own laughter at the ludicrous insult.

"A peasant?"

"Aye, somethin' 'bout me, 'Strid. Back in Eire, 'm known as Lady Tristen." Tristen informed her, completely honest. "Not 'appy wit' it but…well…"

"So you're some kind of royal?"

"In a sense."

Astrid grinned and laughed a bit more.

"Wow, didn't expect that."

"Hated it, too."

The two started laughing again and they continued to talk.

"So, is it official yet?" Tristen asked out of the blue. "Choppin' block?"

Astrid nodded.

"I saw them move one out this morning at the stone platform."

Tristen nodded, trying to come to terms with her fate.

"I'm surprised you haven't found a way out of it yet."

Tristen looked at her with somber eyes.

"I'm a killer, 'Strid." Tristen answered. "'m at the mercy o' God on this'un."

"But…you fought for your home. Like you said, for protection." She had argued. Tristen hummed but then looked at her. It was as if she had a change of heart. "Do you really deserve to die for that?"

"Are yeh tryin' t'suggest somethin' t'me, Vikin'?"

"There were other ways of solving these sorts of problems, Rebel."

When dawn nearly broke, Astrid slipped out of the jail without being spotted. Tristen watched her leave and felt a bit more relaxed, more light-hearted like something was slowly lifting off her shoulders. Perhaps, it was the idea that she still had a chance to control her fate.

She grinned her first smile in a long time and just waited patiently.

To be continued.
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Hiccup was surprised to see his girlfriend, outside of his front door.

"Well, mornin' milady." He said despite of the dark hour looming over the entire island. Vikings were beginning to crowd around the stone platform to get a good seat at the execution spectacular. An axe man from Ragvar's troupe was chosen and was sharpening his weapon and made sure it shined.

Hiccup was about to kiss her, a way to forget the feeling of death in the air. Astrid was quick and just pecked him on the cheek to deter him as she spoke her thoughts.

"Have you found a solution yet?" She asked.

Hiccup looked at her, eyes wide as she asked him the question.

"For…Tristen?" he asked slowly, confused a bit of Astrid's change of heart.

"Yeah." Astrid said, nervously looking at the ground and brushing her bangs aside. Hiccup blinked, she was never nervous. Astrid did have a change of heart. "I mean…she's our age right? She shouldn't-"

Hiccup pressed a warm kiss to her lips to quiet her. She squeaked in response but before she could return his fervor, he pulled away.

"I did," he said but he looked unconvinced with his research. "Sadly, the only loophole I found in our laws is that the Chief of the village has to order the execution and Dad wants to prevent making an enemy with Ragvar so…"

Astrid frowned and nodded.

"We can bring it up, though, right?" She asked, hopefully.

"I'm going to." Hiccup said. "Regardless of the consequences."

"Always with something crazy." The blonde teased and Hiccup only shook his head, smiling like an idiot.
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Hiccup stood with his father on the platform. Ragvar was on the other side with his chosen axe man. The crowd started to increase in noise, booing and insulting towards the two figures emerging from the prison. They left a long, narrow aisle for them to walk towards the platform. He frowned as he watched Gothi slowly hobble without her cane, shackles hanging off her frail, skinny wrists.

The noise went louder at the approaching figure of Tristen. She walked differently though, she still limped from her leg injury but she was stoic and had a battle-ready face on. She was marching, like a trained soldier. Her gaze did not falter whenever something was thrown at her or when the axe glimmered from the rising sun.

Tristen stumbled when a rock smacked her head. She grunted and was shoved.

"Oi, can move meself!" she howled at the guard behind her. She inhaled a deep breath and walked up the steps with unmatchable preparedness.

Ragvar turned to regard the entire group.

"Today," he said, raising his hands. "We avenge our fallen brethren with the deaths of two traitors!"

Uproar in approval, Hiccup cringed.

"Who would you want to see dead first?!" He asked, as if it was a show. Hiccup narrowed his eyes as they chanted "Re-bel, re-bel!"

So it was done. Tristen was shoved towards the block and she inhaled a deep breath. She muttered something under her breath and looked skywards before finally kneeling and placing her head on the chopping block.

The axe was raised and there was silence in anticipation. Hiccup stepped forward.

"STOP!"

Eyes turned to him, Stoick was ready to intervene but Hiccup continued.

"This is unlawful!" Hiccup argued. "Our laws state that it is the _Chief _who can preside these things! And from what we all are aware, Chief Stoick the Vast has said nothing that warrants Ragvar to carry out these unnecessary death!"

Arguments and slander was hurled towards Hiccup but Ragvar only grinned and looked at Stoick.

"Very well, Chief Stoick the Vast," he hissed. "Do I have your permission to dutifully execute those responsible for treachery?"

Silence hung, Stoick licked his lips and was ready to answer until another voice came from behind.

"I 'ave a be'er idea."

Ragvar turned to face Tristen who rose to her feet. His men jerked forward to apprehend the dangerous teen but Ragvar put a hand up to stop them.

"I'm listening." He allowed. Tristen glared at him.

"I challenge yeh t'a Holmgang." She chanced. There were collective gasps and murmurs but Ragvar chuckled.

"You? Duel me?"

"Yeh want me dead, aye?" Tristen challenged with a modest shrug. "Wha' more is 'onorable then havin' me blood on yer 'and yerself?"

Hiccup bit his lip, this girl was quite a smooth talker.

"Okay." Ragvar accepted. Tristen stopped him before he could announce the challenge.

"But first, me terms." She added. Ragvar remained quiet. "I win, yer men will leave this island an' ne'er come back. The Shaman is free from 'er charge."

Ragvar considered this and soon raised his hands.

"I accept this challenge!"

To be continued.
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The fight was slated for midday. Vikings eagerly gathered around the former Kill Ring where the kids trained the dragons. Tristen was at the mouth of the entrance to the arena. Ragvar was already inside and now they were awaiting the challenger.

Tristen was on both knees, her sword, which was given to her by Hiccup, withdrawn and stabbed against the rocky ground. Both hands were around the hilt and her forehead was pressed to the pommel. Both Astrid and Hiccup were behind her, watching her mutter.

"Father, I give yeh me spirit," she whispered in her language. "To do wha' is jus' fer all sins I've committed. I beg fer mercy fer wha' I mus' do t'right me wrongs done here. Please, Heavenly Father, guide me, help me,"

Astrid, who held a shield for Tristen, grasped Hiccup's hand as Tristen closed her quiet prayer.

"I do ghrásta. O'n." She said, touching her head and shoulders. She then stood up, sheathed her sword and approached the two Vikings.

"You sure are crazy." Astrid commented as she held out the shield. Tristen took it with a bit of a proud smile on her face.

"I'm Irish." She haughtily replied. Astrid only shook her head with a small smile of her own. Tristen stuffed her arm through the two straps and held the second one. She flexed her arm and looked at the blonde. "Thanks."

Astrid nodded and Tristen looked at Hiccup. She smiled and he gave a sad smile of his own.

"Thanks fer ev'rythin', lad." She acknowledged. "If I live, I owe yeh 'un."

She then looked at Astrid.

"Both o' yeh." She regarded with a tender smile.

It was then Gobber came and informed Tristen that it was time. Tristen turned towards the arena and muttered one more prayer to her God before stepping out before the crowd. They all huddled around the railings and cheered for Ragvar. Tristen was no surprised at the lack of encouragement for her and she stared at Ragvar across the ring.

Like most Vikings she faced, he didn't wear much armor. He wore a helmet though, without horns, and he had his own sword in his hand. Tristen smirked at the irony. It was time for her to face that blade, just like her father had.

She withdrew her own sword from her scabbard with a muffled _sch-link _and grasped the handle firmly. Her eyes showed no fear, her mouth small and tightlipped, determined.

Chief Stoick the Vast stepped before the entire village to begin the match.

"Let the fight begin!" He roared loudly.

Ragvar dealt the first blow. His sword came down but Tristen was quick and able to block it with her shield. She didn't count on the jarring impact though. She grunted and reset herself. She swung her sword, hitting his weapon in return.

Ragvar brutally smashed Tristen's buckler over and over again, shards were flying everywhere and each blow sent Tristen staggering back. The Celt rarely struck. However, she was putting up a good fight with her agile dodging of each blow. She deflected hits with her shield, swinging it up and down and side to side to swat the sword away. It was a lip-biting moment when Ragvar's sword missed her shield and scraped against her arm. Tristen pulled a lucky spin that only gave her a minor scrape.

Astrid held her breath once Ragvar seized an open shot to knock Tristen onto the ground with his shield. His sword was headed down to deal a fatal stab but Tristen was quick to pull the shield in front of her to block it. She was stunned to see Tristen kick at his exposed stomach, causing him to stumble a few steps backwards to which Tristen used it to get back onto her feet.

Once on her feet, Tristen spat onto the ground. Blood was dripping down her nose from the earlier bash. Soon, it was a gruesome chorus of colliding metal that entertained the crowd. Astrid was very impressed by Tristen's work with the sword, it was like it was an extension of her arm.

Tristen gritted her teeth, knowing her swinging wouldn't be enough to win this one. Somehow, Ragvar tripped her up and used her confusion to bash his shield into her jaw. She staggered back in agony, a busted lip now adorned on her face with a forming bruise. She grunted in pain but refused to show it to the crowd. She tried to recover as the strike partially messed up her vision.

Weakened, Tristen swung her sword but it seemed to only tap his shield. Ragvar smirked.

"Pathetic." He sneered at her. Tristen swung once again but it was hopeless. Ragvar seized the opportunity and lunged forward.

Tristen shouted in great agony, so loud that it frightened dragons around. Ragvar smirked evilly as he drove the sword further into her shoulder, tearing muscle and grinding bone. Blood oozed out and Tristen saw stars briefly. He withdrew and she dropped, battered from repeated blows and numbness from the sword wound. He approached the fallen Celt with the sword, caked in her blood, pointed at her throat. Her shield was long lost in the fray of the fight and Ragvar used his boot to pin her sword arm down. She screamed in more pain as the boot crushed her bones, the spectators were silent.

"Just like every Rebel I've faced," He spat at her. She tried to keep from going unconscious. "Pathetic and weak!"

She breathed heavily and her head turned to see something sharp object not too far from her body. As Ragvar spoke his speech of victory, she snuck her hand to the object. Ragvar was too consumed in his boasting to notice. Tristen hid the object in a clenched hand and brought it to her side. Ragvar raised his sword, completing his speech and just as it came down to deal the blow, Tristen's arm swung forward and he gave a great shout of sudden pain.

Just above his knee, Tristen impaled the piece of wood. She then brought her leg to her and shoved him off with her foot. He stumbled back and she rolled to her feet, ignoring all injuries. She rose to her feet, sword in hand and went towards Ragvar, daringly.

Ragvar tried to swing but Tristen grabbed his arm and without another beat, shoved her arm forward and with a sickening gurgle and splattering of blood, the blade cut clean through the throat of Ragvar the Fierce. Her hand had latched itself onto the collar of his tunic. His blood sprayed onto Tristen's face, his gasp was wet and deafening. She glared at him, absolutely no remorse for this.

"It's a new age, Ragvar." She informed him. "Trí Ghrásta Dé."

She gave it a final short shove and his eyes rolled onto the back of his head. She released his tunic and pulled her sword out. Like a bag of rocks, he dropped and the whole crowd was silent.

Tristen staggered to one side, her arm and shoulder screaming in pain. She kept herself from collapsing at that very moment.

Chief Stoick the Vast resumed the position, his face was struck with the unexpected turnout of the match. He raised his mighty hands and with a more confident booming voice, declared the victor.

"Tristen is the victor!"

Tristen did nothing to show her might to the crowd. Instead, she limped towards the entrance to get out of the arena, using her sword as her crutch. Vikings were suddenly cheering for Tristen, chanting her name like she was some famous gladiator or famous Viking. She spat more blood onto the ground when she still appeared before witnesses. The gate was open and she made her way to the mouth. Her eyes were lulling to the back of her head from the numbing pain and the blood loss.

She was internally grateful to see Astrid and Hiccup jump forward when her legs finally gave out. She fell into Hiccup's arms and Astrid was there to grab the sword before she'd pierce something else on her maimed body.

"We've got you." Was the last thing she heard and processed before slipping into unconsciousness.

To be continued.
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Ch.12: Healing

The last time Astrid was anxious about somebody being critically injured was when Hiccup lost his leg to the Red Death. Gods, she hated that feeling of waiting coupled with the gut-wrenching idea of not knowing whether she'd see those expressive green eyes open. She hated feeling helpless, she was Astrid Hofferson for Gods' sake, she was strong and powerful, mighty and fearsome.

But she'd never been so scared in her life when she counted the days of Hiccup's long slumber.

And, that feeling is back again as she counts the days of Tristen's long slumber.

She visits every day, talks to Gothi to see if there is anything she could do. If not, she found solace in updating her boyfriend, which wasn't much, and seeking a warm hug from him. Hiccup soon realized, after the amount of hugs she sought were uncountable by now, that she just wanted to feel his warmth again as her mind revisited the days of his absence.

Hiccup and she were on one of their dates at the Cove. They reclined against Toothless's flank and Astrid was curled up at Hiccup's side. His arm draped over her as she placed her ear against his heart.

_Thump. Thump. Thump._

Hiccup pressed a kiss to the crown of her head.

"She'll pull through, milady." He tried to comfort. "She's tough, just like you."

Astrid sighed.

"I don't know what's wrong with me," she said, earnestly confused about her behavior. Hiccup just listened attentively as she played with the string of his tunic. "I go visit, I see her on the bed and I can't help but…remember that time when it was you who wouldn't wake up."

Hiccup hummed in understanding affirmation and kissed her head again.

"But I'm here now," he promised. "Always."

"Why am I feeling this way?" Astrid asked, a bit panicked by the overwhelming, unidentified emotions that stormed her confident, formidable heart. "Tristen is just-"

"She's grown on you." Hiccup said as if it was the only explanation. It probably was. "You don't like seeing her like that just like you didn't like seeing me."

"It's weird." Astrid didn't disagree with him.

"It is weird, you hated her guts a week ago." Hiccup acknowledged. "What changed?"

Astrid thought for a moment.

"I visited her when she was locked up." Astrid revealed, her eyes at the ground as she recalled that dark room and the heartfelt conversations. "We talked and well, there was something about our conversation that made me look at Tristen in a different light."

Hiccup gave a soft smile, his hand gently scratching the flank of his buddy.

"I think you saw yourself." He simply stated. Astrid raised her head to look up at him at his strange conclusion. "Just like how I saw Toothless, he looked as frightened as I was and well, one thing led to another."

Astrid didn't say anything but place her head back on his chest.

"You two are so much alike." Hiccup commented, wistfully. "Tough, courageous, confusing, stubborn, crazy…"

"Watch it, Haddock." Astrid growled, though her threat was only playful and she smiled at her boyfriend. Hiccup smiled back, though lovingly as he lifted his girlfriend's chin and pressed a warm kiss to her lips. They pulled apart and he stared right into her eyes with determination set.

"And that's why she's gonna wake up."

000000000000

Tristen couldn't move her body at all when she first started to come to consciousness. Her eyes were slowly opening. Everything was a blur for a few seconds, and numb. She coughed from a parched throat and the sensation of pain swung right into her at that moment. She groaned, feeling stiff and discomfort. She moved her left arm but found it hard to move it at all. She grunted and felt her shoulder scream next.

When her vision cleared, she saw something resting on her flat stomach. She raised her head to see that Terror, sleeping. She gave a faint smile and her head fell back against her pillow with a softer grunt. Her eyes gazed up at the ceiling and she thought hard for a few moments.

Everything flooded back to her in that time span. The near-execution, the intervention on Hiccup's part, the duel, the slain Ragvar…

"Ag Críost, 'ow am I not dead?" she asked herself.

She heard footsteps and she turned her head to see Gothi hobbling towards her. Guilt racked her heart and she closed her eyes for a quick moment before opening them again to meet the gaze of the older woman. Gothi's eyes held no blame for her, it made Tristen feel even worse.

"Gothi-" she whispered. Gothi gently reached out to touch her forehead. It shushed the girl and when she removed it, she reached over and picked up a cup of water. She gestured for Tristen to try and sit up. She did her best on her own until Gothi intervened and finally got the girl to a sitting position. Tristen grimaced from the pain in her shoulder. She was finally about to take full account of her injuries.

She was without her tunic, her chest wrapped with several layers of gauze with one particular spot bloodied. Her other arm was in a sling and she had a small bandage wrapped around her upper arm. She hissed in pain when she dared move her good arm. Gothi took a seat on her bed and gently brought the cup to the girl's lips. She tilted it slightly and Tristen felt the refreshing sensation of cold water smooth her throat. She swallowed in larger gulps slowly and then Gothi withdrew the cup. She set it aside and allowed Tristen to adjust to the added contents to her body. She gave a rakish cough and then looked at Gothi.

"Thanks." She murmured. Her voice was still hoarse and still full of discomfort. Yet, Gothi only gave her a tender, curt nod, a small, admiring smile gracing her aged face. Tristen felt a smile of her own appear in return but it faltered and she looked at her with somber eyes. "'m so s'rry, Gothi."

The old woman tsk-ed her tongue and shook her head, her hand resting on the girl's knee. She squeezed it tenderly and Tristen understood that an apology was not needed, but she couldn't accept it.

"But I..yeh 'most died, 'cause o' me." Tristen reminded. Gothi shook her head again. Tristen gave a bitter chuckle and glanced to her right to collect her thoughts before looking at the sage woman again. She looked at her. "Christ, yer a blessin'. Thank yeh fer ev'rythin' done."

Gothi nodded, accepting the sincere gratuity. It was then the dragon appeared to Tristen, wobbling up to her good leg and then her good hand, nuzzling it. Tristen lifted it slightly and started to pet the dragon's head.

"Yeh too, me hellish friend." She jested with sincere praise still in her soft voice. Gothi finally rose from her seat and walked over to the hearth. Meanwhile, Tristen was able to relax a bit and she rested her head on the back of her headboard. Her hand mindlessly stroking the scales of the dragon.

She was allowed to process her rushing thoughts for a few moments. From the presence of Gothi and her consciousness, it seemed that Ragvar's men held up their end of the deal. As gracious as that was, the only thing to bring Tristen to distress once again was…what next?

She supposed, once she's healed, she'll sail back to the dangerous shores of Ireland. God, she'd be in a Viking longship no doubt, how would her own take it? If she did carry out this plan, where would she go? She would just see cliffs and get lost in the forest. She suppose she could find some abbey or something but even to her risk-taking mind, it sounded ridiculous.

But, if she stayed here, what would become of her? Branded for deceit, execution under jurisdiction _of_ Stoick the Vast to avoid more conflict, ambushed and ripped apart by an angry mob? The negative possibilities seemed endless.

Tristen released a heavy sigh, her eyes falling upon the Terrible Terror once more. His friendliness lifted her hefty emotions a bit, enough to let a small smile grace her lips. She resolved that nothing could really happen right now, she still had to heal.

00000000

When word got out of Tristen's awakening, Hiccup and Astrid visited the Celt every day. It was an hour out of their day and they just talked, talked about random things. Tristen asked a whole lot of questions on dragon training, with the Terror who was snuggled up against her leg, in mind. Hiccup answered them like a true expert. Astrid treaded carefully but asked questions about Tristen's life.

By the third week, Tristen's shoulder was now a dull discomfort with stabs of pain at random times during the day. She was about to walk around, still limping as her leg with the gruesome injury had been knocked around a few times in the holmgang.

Yet, on the sunset of the fifth day of the third week, Tristen was sitting before the village. She watched the dragons go to their dinners and riders go the Great Hall.

"Thought I'd find you here."

Tristen looked up to see Astrid walking up to her. In her hands, she carried to mugs and offered one to Tristen.

"Mead?"

With a grateful smile, she took the mug.

"Thanks." She said, earnestly. Her voice was clear. To Astrid, it was livelier now that Tristen wasn't hiding her identity anymore.

"Thinking again?" Astrid questioned, playfully as she took a seat next to the Gael. Tristen took a swig of her mead. She swallowed her gulp and looked down at the liquid.

"Jus'…I dunno wha' t'do now." Tristen said, gazing back up. She looked onwards to the forest, to the expansion of sea on the other side of the island. Astrid pursed her lips for a second before drawing a sip of her own beverage.

"What are some options?" She prodded.

"Go 'ome, stay 'ere." Tristen muttered, doubtful of both ideas. "Tis all I got, now."

Astrid was silent, pondering the girl's problem. Tristen swallowed another bit of the alcohol.

"Well…" Astrid said, a bit nervous all the sudden. "Would it be…bad for you to stay here?"

"Bad?" Tristen chuckled darkly. "Wha' would the village think? I'd be dead 'fore the next sunrise."

"You don't know that." Astrid said. "I certainly have no intentions of killing you."

Tristen chuckled, bitter but amused still.

"Hurt you, maybe." Astrid continued as she lifted the mug back to her lips. Before she took another drink, she looked at Tristen who looked at her, interested. "For putting my boyfriend in danger."

"Aye, I do deserve it." Tristen sighed. Astrid swallowed her mead and looked at her cup in the same contemplative way that Tristen did before.

"They actually wouldn't, you know." Astrid assured. "Vikings have this weird way of hating one person and then welcoming the next."

Tristen chuckled.

"Aye, I've seen tha'." Tristen jested as she looked at Astrid, pointedly. They both giggled and Tristen looked onwards again, her brows knitted together in thought.

It was then the Terrible Terror stumbled out of the house. He flew the remaining distance and landed on Tristen's head. Her head bobbed forward from the impact and she laughed, giddily. Astrid only smiled, a bit amused at the girl's genuine bout of delight.

"Oi, yeh bloody git, tryna spook me off this ledge?" She said as she reached up to scratch the dragon's scales. The dragon warbled in pleasure and soon docked himself on Tristen's good shoulder, which was good but it was also the side of her still sore arm. She was still frustrated that she got injured on opposite sides of her body. Tristen smiled and tapped the beak of the Terror.

"You've named him yet?" Astrid asked. Tristen looked at her.

"Name 'im?" She repeated, a bit confused at the idea.

"Well, he's taken a liking towards you. You have a bond with him, surely Gothi will let you have him as your own dragon." Astrid explained.

"Me own flyin' reptile." Tristen mused as she glanced at the Terror. She chuckled. "Christ, I'm a sin'r fer sure, now.

"Dragons are a bad thing in your religion?"

Tristen nodded.

"An' 'e laid 'old on the dragon, that auld serpent, which is the Devil, an' Satan, an' bound 'im a thousand years." Tristen exaggeratedly quoted. Astrid raised a brow. Tristen answered her unasked questions. "It's from our scripture. Called the 'Oly Bible, the words o' God written down."

Astrid nodded, understanding slightly of this unusual practice. She pictured the book like the skalds who wrote down testaments to her culture's Gods. The Viking smiled, remembering what seemed to be long ago when she didn't know a whole lot to this Celt and now, she knew so many bits and pieces. There was a wish, a hope that Tristen would stay.

Meanwhile, Tristen looked at the Terror and gave it some thought.

"Wha's a good name fer yeh, boy-o?" She asked him. He warbled and licked his nostril like all Terrors did. Astrid only smiled, slightly warmed by the interaction. "'ow does…Fergus sound t'yeh?"

The dragon flicked his tongue at his nose again and Tristen laughed.

"Right-o, Fergus!" She beamed with a wide, unadulterated smile, rubbing her knuckles across his head. He crooned and nuzzled the side of her head.

"That'll scare of trolls for sure." Astrid commented. Tristen chuckled, aware of that Viking tradition from one of the countless conversations.

Then things settled and Tristen was staring once again. She sighed heavily, still some mead left in her cup when she checked. She didn't drink it yet.

"There's nuthin' out there fer me an'more." Tristen said, sadly. Astrid looked at her. "I'd go back but…where'd be me boys? I think…'ve gotta let go o' Eire."

"Hunting would definitely be more entertaining if you stayed here." Astrid said, looking into her mug as well. Tristen chuckled again.

"Ne'er thought I'd 'ave 'nother chance t'ave a 'ome. In a village." Tristen said with a sigh.

"So, you're done hiding?"

"I'm done runnin'." Tristen corrected. She looked at Astrid who smiled and glanced at her cup. With a slanted smile, she hoisted her cup in the air like a toast and looked at Tristen.

"So here's to you finding a new home."

"Aye, 'ere's to a new beginnin'." Tristen replied. They knocked their mugs together and finished the last of their mead. They looked at each other and then back out at the village. For the first time in years, Tristen felt at peace.

The end.

**Thank you so much! Please, leave a review. **

**Here are some translations as well from the story. **

_Chapter 1- _Nil "Kneel"-No.

_Chapter 2- _Ag Críost- Christ.

Trí Ghrásta Dé- By the Grace of God

_Chapter 5- _Damnú ort- Damn it!

_Chapter 7-_ Diabhal go léir- Damn it all!

_Chapter 8- _Go raibh maith agat- Thank you

_Chapter 9- _Tá mé leithscéal sin- I'm so sorry.

_Chapter 11- _Eire- Ireland.


End file.
